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hind him, on the lower berth, & flaxen-haired
woman of middle-age, clad in her neglig6, stared
forth from incredulous eyes. Her chin was lost
amid curves of irrelevant flesh as it jerked upwards
in an attitude of haughty indignation.
"How dare you intrude------"
But Ohara paid no attention to her angry
protest. He drew an automatic from his pocket.
The woman screamed, while a wave of terror
passed across the steward's face. The flute dropped
from his hands. He recognized the incensed
Ohara, whose features were transformed to a
demoniacal leer as he met his gaze. A sadistic
delight overwhelmed the man in the doorway. It
was his look, rather than the levelled automatic,
which created such terror in the steward. Suddenly
Ohara's hollow voice filled the cabin. He was
addressing the woman politely :
"Madam, I am forced to kill your friend."
The calm fury of his tone caused the steward to
gibber from fear. The woman hid her face
hysterically.
"Remove your shirt," she heard the intruder
command.
"Madam, youjtr lipstick."
Swiftly Ohara took her reticule from the couch
and extracted the tube of cosmetic.
"He has a fine chest, madam," he shouted as
he tore away the shirt from the body of the trem-
bling Kim. Naked, the steward's handsomeness
dominated the heated cabin. His perfect white
teeth chattered from terror. A plea for mercy